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SLUGGARD. 

r. 


T " 1 1 S the v:o3ce of the Sluggard ; I hear 
_ X him complain, ■ [ngaii. 

You have vjak'd me too foon , I mufi Jlumber 
As the door on its hinges, lo he on his bed 
Turns his fide?, and his IhoufSers, and 
his heavy head. 

ir. 

A little more Jleep , and a little more Jlumber j 
Thus he wafies half his days, and his 
hours without number; 

And when he gets up he fits folding his 
hands. 

Or walks about fauntring, or trifling he 
Rands. 

ii r. 

I pafs’d by his garden, and faw the wild 
brier, [and higher; 

The thorn and the thiftle grow broader 
The cloathes that hang on him are turn- 
ing to rags ; 

And his money Hill wafies, till he ftarves 
or he begs. 


Moral Songs. 57 

W. c a 

, . „ ftiil hoping to find 

'fctl ook f " , “l ,ro,,nE 

loves thinking- 

S*a I t0 b ^ SaSr’rf Sb 

That man’s but a pittu 

fcafenwM******"* 1 * 

iw h '5'S»»"» , ”' wo,l ' i " g 

and reading. 

| 11. INNOCENT play. 

* BRO A Din the meadows to fee the 

A. young lambs, [ am O 

| Run fporting about by the fide of thei 
With fleeces fo clean and fo white ; ^ 

I Or a neft of young doves in a large open 
cage, < , [or rage, 

When they play all in love without anger 
How much we may learn from the light. 


